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The especial thanks of the Translator are due^ 
among other JriendSj to the Vice Provost of Eton 
and Mr. Justice Kennedy j whose scholarly criticisms 
have been most usefiil to Mm. 

He hcu followed the text of Rev. fV. C. Greens 
edition^ and has availed himself of some of the stage 
directions &fc. of Mr. A. SidgwiclCs " Scenes Jrom 
the Pluius.*' 



INTRODUCTION. 



ERRATA. 



The Reader is besought kindly to excuse, and to correct, the following 
Errors, which, lying close, were not detected upon the Proof : — 

p. 6, line 12, for ** Don't you know ? " read " Don't you now ? " 

p. 23, line II, for "nor will you ever be able to get," read "nor will you 
ever obtain." 

p. 24, line 5, for "and of bluebottles," read "and swarms, too, of blue- 
bottles." 

p. 25, last line, for " as concerning," read " as to." 

p. 26, line I, omit "clearly." 

line 2, omit " is." 

line 3, omit " where is." 

line 4, omit " just." 

last line but. two, for " their characters," read " them." 

p. 30, line 10, for " on the altar cakes, and offerings," read the comma before 
" cakes." 

p. 35, line 3, for " one," read "one's." 



aiiti4uiiics lur trie rcconairc run ot an age more than twenty- 
three centuries dead, he has attempted to add point and colour 
by adapting the allusions, and in many cases the idioms and 
diction, as far as possible, to contemporary life, while at the 
same time following the original closely, even to exactness in the 
correspondence of lines and metres. 



INTRODUCTION. 



Thb Plutus has a peculiar interest of its own. It is the only 
specimen which survives of the Middle Comedy, or that develop- 
ment upon which the Athenian Drama entered when the license 
of personal and political invective had been abridged by legal 
enactments. 

Thus instead of abounding, like the earlier plays of Aristophanes, 
in abuse and ridicule of leading individuals, it deals rather with 
general types of character, and is the one remaining link connecting 
the Old with the New Comedy, which is chiefly represented to us 
by the Roman poets, Plautus and Terence. From the latter the 
modern drama of Europe has sprung, and the Plutus represents 
its direct lineal ancestry. 

We here have a satire upon the avarice and the self-seeking 
mercenary motives which governed men in the ancient world not 
less than in our own day. At the same time the plot is so con- 
trived as to exhibit the absurdities and the inevitable confusion of 
all social relations, including religion, which would be the 
consequence of the redistribution of wealth. 

The play has accordingly seemed to the translator to be not 
without interest of a modern kind in these days of ' booms and 
slumps.* And inasmuch as it is-but sorry work to burrow among 
antiquities for the recondite fun of an age more than twenty- 
three centuries dead, he has attempted to add point and colour 
by adapting the allusions, and in many cases the idioms and 
diction, as far as possible, to contemporary life, while at the 
same time following the original closely, even to exactness in the 
correspondence of lines and metres. 



IV. INTRODUCTION. 

In doing this he has hoped that the work may still be useful to 
the student ; and also more attractive to the general reader. He 
also ventures to assure any young lady who may chance to find 
it lying on her father*s or brother's study table, that she may 
with perfect safety leave it there, or even take it and read it her- 
self; in which case the translator will indeed feel gratification. 

The polytheism of the play could not of course be modernized, 
so it has been left alone. The Greeks were on easy terms with 
their gods and goddesses, and the good-humoured satire which is 
here levelled .at them shows that at this period they were not 
taken seriously, and that by the year b.c. 388 the ancient faith in 
the deities of Olympus had begun to wane. » 

The plot is very simple. Chremylus, a hard-working Athenian 
farmer of an honest type, sees his neighbours getting rich by 
unscrupulous means. He goes to consult the oracle at Delphi as 
to how he had better bring up his son ; whether to honourable 
ways, which he has found so unprofitable, or to that more un- 
scrupulous laxity which he sees to be the only road to success. 
He is bidden by the oracle at Delphi to follow the first person he 
tneets on leaving the Temple. This is a blind old man, who 
proves to be none other than Plutus, the god of wealth. He 
takes Plutus to the temple of Asclepius at Epidaurus, famed as a 
health resort, under a promise that, on regaining his sight, he will 
remain with himself and his friends, and henceforth only enrich 
the deserving. The rest of the play consists of a number of 
scenes illustrating the consequences of this arrangement, by which 
the gods themselves are reduced to the utmost distress, and finally 
come to Chremylus and beg for menial employment, and the 
piece winds up with a solemn installation of Plutus in the place 
of Zeus. 



DEDICATION, TO MY CLASS 



''EXTRA studies:' SUMMER, 1895. 



Not to the riper scholar, but to those 

Who twice a week would round my table close. 

Less fine in brain, but of compacter thews, 

Their lips to moisten with the Attic Muse, 

Dreading the deep Pindaric Hippocrene, 

I give this draught ; which like a vintner keen 

I brewed for them, tapped as we went along, 

And slily watered where it seemed too strong. 

Oft on a morning, fresh from Chapel Prayer, 
We'd take our reading in the garden's air. 
If no Shahzada wagged his dusky head. 
Or gay Apostle, glazed in green' and red. 
Or rare Smith's Prizeman caused less holy bar, 
A Saint unnoted in the Calendar ! 

Five kindly youths, beneath my thorntrec's shade. 
One in the swing, one in the hammock swayed. 
The rest in wicker chairs about the bower. 
And those who best performed deserved a flower. 

I deemed the liquor good and generous juice. 
And worthy bottling oflf for future use. 
Others must judge, transferred to modern times. 
Whether it suits well in our Northern climes. 
This comedy, erst acted on the lees, 
The latest play of Aristophanes ! 



firamattd ^rrstonat; 

Chremylus, a poor but honest citizen of Athens. 

Chremylus' Wipe. 

Carion, his servant. ey..^4A/vUw% 

Blepsidemus, a mean and suspicious citizen. 

Plutus^ the god of wealth. 

Poverty. 

An Honest Man. 

A Secret and Confidential Enquiry Agent. 

A Dowager Aunt. 

Masher, her favourite nephew, cramming for Civil Service Exam. 

Hermes, messenger of the gods. 

The Priest of Zeus. 

Chorus of Depressed Agriculturists. 



The Scene is at Athens, about 388 B.C. 



K\^. 



THE PLUTUS OF ARISTOPHANES 

UP TO DATE; 

Or, mammon made RIGHTEOUS. 



Enter Plutus, blind^ and skabbih/ attired. Chkemylvs follows 

himj with Carion. 

Carion. Was ever lot so hard, yc Powers of Heaven, 
As that of thraldom to a lunatic ? 
However sage the counsel he may tender. 
Should it not meet the views of his possessor. 
The slave must share the evil consequence. 
For fate ordains not that the natural lord 
Should rule the body, but the piu'chaser. 
Well, well, it can't be helped, but with the Sloper, 
" Voicer of truth from off the gold-chased tripod,** 
I mildly find some fault : seeing that he. 
Being god of medicine, and omniscient. 
Men say, to boot, dismissed uncured my Master,— 
" Master in Lunacy ! " — ^who follows ever 
Persistently a blind old dotard's heels. 
And does just that which he's no right to do. 
For we who see should go before the blind ; 
My lord runs after, though, and drags me too. 
Though not one word can we get out of him. 
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Car. I'll tell you, master, what we'd better do, 

ril bring the fellow to a proper end ; 

ni take him to the top of Primrose Hill 

And leave him, so he'll fall and break his neck. 
Ch. Good. Take him off. 
Pi Oh ! don't. 

Ch. Then you must speak. 

PL But if you find out who I am, I'm sure 

You'll treat me ill and never let me go. 
Ch. By heaven we will though, if you wish to go. 
Pi Then first leave hold of me. 

Ch. There ! you're released. 

Pi Prepare your ears, then, since I must perforce 

Unseal a secret better known to none : 

Hear ! I am Plutus. {sensation). 
Ch. Most outrageous one 

Of all mankind ! Was this a name to hide then ? 
Car. The God of wealth in such a sorry guise ? 
Ch. O Phoebus and all Gods and Deities 

And Zeus ! How ? What ? You ? He in truth ? 
PL Why, certainly I 

Ch. Plutus himself? 

PL Yes ! his most selfish self. 

Ch. Why thus begrimed r 
PL Fresh from a miser's hovel. 

Who ne'er used Pears' soap since he was born. 
Ch. {touching Plutus' eyes). How cam'st thou to this pass ? Say 

what befel thee : 
PL Zeus served me thus in hatred of mankind. 

For I, when still a youngster, used to threaten 
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Not to the riper scholar, but to those 

Who twice a week would round my table close. 

Less fine in brain, but of compacter thews, 

Their lips to moisten with the Attic Muse, 

Dreading the deep Pindaric Hippocrene, 

I give this draught ; which like a vintner keen 

I brewed for them, tapped as we went along, 

And slily watered where it seemed too strong. 

Oft on a morning, fresh from Chapel Prayer, 
We'd take our reading in the garden's air. 
If no Shahzada wagged his dusky head. 
Or gay Apostle, glazed in green* and red. 
Or rare Smith's Prizeman caused less holy bar, 
A Saint unnoted in the Calendar ! 

Five kindly youths, beneath my thorntree's shade. 
One in the swing, one in the hammock swayed. 
The rest in wicker chairs about the bower. 
And those who best performed deserved a flower. 

I deemed the liquor good and generous juice. 
And worthy bottling off for future use. 
Others must judge, transferred to modern times. 
Whether it suits well in our Northern climes, 
This comedy, erst acted on the lees. 
The latest play of Aristophanes ! 
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What great advantages we offer you 

If you'll take up with us. I even think — 
Though I don't like to be too positive — 

I think that we may cure you of your blindness ! 

Fancy ! get back your sight I 
Pi. For Heaven's sake, no ! 

The last thing in the world I wish. 
Ch. Why so ? 

Car. Idiot ! The fellow's got no spirit in him. 
PL {to the jivdience). Ah ! if the Chief got wind of their insane 

Proposals, how I 'd catch it ! 
Ch. Don't you know ? 

Stumbling about like this ? Could things be worse ? 
PL Don't know. I'm in a desperate fright of Zeus. 
Ch. What, you most craven of all demigods, 

D*you really think the despotism of Zeus 

And all his thunderbolts are worth three halfpence. 

Compared with sight, but for one blessed moment ? 
PL Ah ! talk not thus, 'tis impious. 
Ch. Hold your tongue ! 

For I will prove you have more power than Zeus 

A precious sight. 
PL You, — me — ? 

Ch. Why, yes, by Heaven ! 

For look you. By whose grace rules he the gods ? 
Car. By money : faith, he's well supplied. 
Ch. Well then. 

Whence does he get it all ? 
Car. From our friend here. 

Ch. Is 't not for him men sacrifice to Zeus ? 
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Car. Of course. Their prayer is simple, to get rich. 

Ch. Is not our friend the reason, who could stop 
The whole concern quite easily ? 

PL How stop it ? 

Ch. How ! None would ever offer sacrifices, 
Not beef, not mincepies, no not anything, 
Without your will. 

PL How so ? 

Ch. How so ? How could they ? 

None can buy anything, unless you come 
And give the wherewithal. So you'll just smash 
Zeus, if he misbehaves, all singlehanded. 

PL What's that r They sacrifice to him for me ? 

Ch. I rather think so : and whatever's brilliant 
Or fine or lovely, comes to man by you : 
For all things yield to the almighty Dollar. 

Car. I know for want of a little ready cash 

I am a slave : that's all for lack of Plutus ! 

Ck. And every art and every new invention 

Throughout the world, must be ascribed to you ! 
For your sake one man plies a cobbler's trade. 
This works in metals, that builds bicycles, 
One crushes ore, but 'tis from you he gets it : 
This man's a highwayman, and this a burglar, 
And this a fuller, this a carpet-cleaner : 
This drives a farmer's trade, and that sells onions. 

PL My goodness me ! I never thought of that. 

Car. Russia's great Czar on Plutus rests his crown : 
For him the Irish Members throng the House. 

Ch. And there's the manning of the Navy! Come now! 
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Car. Who pays for the Indian troops in the Soudan : 

Is't not through him poor Jameson lies in gaol, 

And those who tipped the wires for Jameson's Raid ? 
Ch. And wasn't it for you the Claimant lied? 

And our support of the Khedive in Egypt ?— 
Car. And the Eiffel Tower — . 

Ch. {to Carton). May it fall on your thick head ! — 

(to PliUus). Why the whole Stock Exchange depends on you, 

For you're the only pivot of all business. 

Both good and bad : you may be sure you are. 
Car. In war at least those carry all before them 

Upon whose scale his figure seats itself. 
PL But how can one old fellow do all this ? 
Ch. Why this is nothing. There's far more beside : 

I say no human being has ever felt 

He's quite full up of you : yet of all else 

Desire is bounded by satiety. 

Of Love : 
Car. Of food : 

Ch. Of music : 

Car. And of sweets : 

Ch. Of honour : 
Car. Jam tarts : 

Ch. Bravery : 

And figs : 

Ch. Ambition : 

Car. Buttered rolls : 

Ch. Commands: 

Car. Plum pudding : 

Ch. Yet no man ever yet felt sick of you : 
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But if he manages to make a " pony " 

Forthwith he sets his heart upon a " monkey," 

Next he must needs improve it to a " plum," 

Else he maintains that life is not worth living. 
PL I really think there's sense in what you say. 

But one thing Fm afraid of. 
Ch. What may that be? 

PL Why, all this power you say that I possess, 

How can I ever get to realise it ? 
Ch. Just hear him talk ! Well, everyone's aware. 

Of all things the most sensitive is Money ^ 
PL That's what the burglar slanderously said, 

Who got into the house and found no swag : 

The plate and valuables all m safes. 

How he reviled my want of confidence ! 
Ch. Oh don't you fret : for if you come out strong 

And shew that you are keen for business, 

I'll guarantee you sight to beat a poacher's. 
PL How can you do this, being of mortal mould ? 
Ch. I have good ground for hope, from what I heard 

From the G.O.M. wlio shakes the groves of Hawarden, 
PL And he assents to this? 
Ch. Trust me for that. 

PL Take heed ! 
Ch. Don't be afraid, my dear, good Sir, 

But be quite sure, even if I die for it, 

rU carry this job through. 
Car. Ditto for me ! 

Ch. And we shall have lots more to lend a hand. 

Who being honest had no bread to live by. 
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PL A shady lot, men of Johannesburg ! 

Ch. Not when they start fair and are rich again. 
But just you run and call — 

Car. Yes, sir, say whom. 

Ch. Our friends of the Agricultural Interest. 

Youll find them down in Essex, all depressed : 
Tell them to come here in their thousands, for 
In Plutus, here, we'll share and share alike. 

Ccar. All right ! But here'Fve bagged a chunk of beef 
From the altar. Let some fellow bring it in. 

Ch. V\\ look to that, you go and fetch the rustics. 
And now, O Plutus, greatest of all Powers, 
Enter my home with me. For 'tis my house 
Which thou must fill with store immeasurable 
Of boundless wealth, by fair means or by foul. 

PI. It likes me not : for aye with sinking heart 
Cross I the threshold of a stranger's home : 
Nor ever reaped I aught of joy therefrom. 
For if I chance upon a niggard host. 
He straightway digs me up the earth to hide me : 
Then should some worthy friend arrive in want. 
Craving a paltry loan from his large store. 
He vows he never has clapped eyes upon me. 
But should I happen on a spendthrift fool. 
Then, squandered in debauchery and gaming, 
Fm pitched and tossed, sent to the dogs in no time. 

Ch. You don't seem to have been lucky in your friends ! 
Now somehow I've been always just like this. 
There's none like me for wise economy, 
And yet I like to spend, at fitting times. 
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But here we are. I want to introduce you 

To Mrs, Chremylus and my only son, 

Best, after you, I love him. 
PL {winking). I expect so. 

Ch. Why not ? I like to call a spade a spade. 

Exeunt Chremylus and Plutus into the House. Carion 

goes away and calls the Chorus. 

Enter Chorus, out of breath. 

Car. Come all ye friends who oftentimes have shared my master's 

table, 
Dear fellows and parishioners who work as ye are able. 
Come hasten all and stir your legs, the time will brook no 

shirking, 
For touch and go just now it is and you must all be 

working. 
Chorus. Well, don't you see we're all . agog to help you and to 

bustle, 
Considering we're old fellows of debilitated muscle ? 
Perhaps you think I'm going to run^ when I'm in no 

position 
To know why 'tis your governor has sent us this monition ! 
Car. That's what I keep on telling you. 'Tis you pay no 

attention. 
Now, listen all ! My master says he'll have the greatest 

pleasure 
In giving you a high old time, released from want and 

pressure. 

Char. Why, what is all this stuff about ? How can he work such 

wonders ? 

c 
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Car. He's come back home with an absurd antiquity, you 

bounders. 
Unwashed and wretched, wrinkled, bent,^ and with no teeth 
to mention. 
Chor, Why, what? your words imply some stuff. So tell me 

all about it : 
The fellow must have piles of wealth, *twould be absurd to 
doubt it. 
Car. I rather fancy he has piles of old men's plagues and troubles ! 
Chor. Then youVe been making fools of us with these fine 

Southsea Bubbles! 
And think you to get off scot free ? look out ! this stick*s 
a cleaver !. 
Car. You seem determined to make out that Tm a mean 

deceiver, 
And capable of nothing good : youVe wiser than your 
betters ! 
Chor. What airs the fellow gives himself! Meantime for stocks 

and fetters 
Your shins, my friend, are crying out, the measure meet 
for debtors. 
Car. The measure meet for you is for a coffin : there you'll 

judge it : 
The undertaker wants your ticket, so you'd better budge it. 
Chor. Confound your impudence, you rogue, with your absurd 

assumption, 
You think to lord it over us, but haven't got the gumption 
To tell us why your governor has called us for his pleasure. 
Who after working hard all day, though short of wind and 
leisure, 
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Have run here, leaving all the roots and onions without 
measure. 
Car. Well then I'll tell you, gentlemen, straight out, and sing 

no more tunes, 

The master has got Plutus here, and he'll make all your 
fortunes. 
Chor. What, is it really possible that we should all get rich now ? 
Car. Nay, you can all be Vanderbilts, there's only one small 

hitch now. 
Chor. That's splendid news. I want to take to dancing and 

hurrahing 

For joy, if this is really gospel truth that youVe been saying ! 
Car. And "Tootle-tootle" I will sing. 

And imitate a Highland fling; 

Like Polypheme, with feet so prancing, 

rU lead you all behind me dancing. 

So bring your multifarious kidlings. 

With many goat-like bleats and fiddlings : 

Follow your leader all so frisky : 

You he-goats will deserve some whisky. 
Chor. And "Tootle-tootle" we will sing. 

And find asleep the Cyclops' King. 

And when we've caught you on short rations 

Just sleeping off last night's potations, 

We'll char a stake, like old Ulysses, 

And bore your eye out as it fizzes. 
Car. But discontinue now your jests. 

And turn to other interests : 

While I meanwhile go in a little 

To where my master keeps the victual. 
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I'll munch a hunch of bread and pork 
To fortify myself for work. 

Enter Chremylus, from the House. 

Ch, To bid you " welcome, dear Parishioners,'* 
Might seem a little out of date and stale : 
But I am proud to see you, coming thus 
With splendid zeal and with no laggard foot. 
Now, mind you back me and co-operate ; 
Do all you know and help to save his Highness. 

Chor. O you shall see me looking swords and daggers ! 
'Twould be absurd, if for a wretched sixpence 
We squeeze each other in the Public Meetings, 
While I give Plutus up to some one else ! 

Ch, Why, here is Blepsidemus coming up ; 

I'm sure he's got an inkling of our luck : 
I see it in his walk and by his hurry. 

Enter Blepsidemus, very much excited. 

Bi Why, what's all this ? From whence and by what means 
Is Chremylus a millionaire ? Rank nonsense ! 
And yet it's been the talk throughout the town, 
In all the smoking rooms of all the Clubs, 
That suddenly he's got a pot of money. 
But one thing I can't fathom, how it is 
That being in luck he sends for all his friends : 
That's not the sort of thing one understands. 

Ch. Well, rU speak out and keep back nothing from you. 
Money's not quite so tight as yesterday ; 
You as a friend shall have some Founder's shares. 

BL Have you got really rich as they all say? 
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Ch. No, but I soon shall be so, please the pigs ! 

— Of course there's some slight risk in these concerns. 
Bt. What's that ? 
Ch. Why— 

Bl. Tell right out what 'tis you mean. 

Ch. If we succeed, our fortunes will be made ; 

But if we fail, we're all contributaries. 
Bl. (shaking his head). This sample has a nasty taste about it. 

No, it won't do ; for to get overrich 

So suddenly, and then to be afraid, 

Seems to suggest a man's not all quite straight. 
Ch. How not quite straight ? 
Bl. Well, you might possibly 

Have come by money not quite honestly : 

Perhaps Church property — of course you're sorry — 
Ch. Good Heavens, man, d'you take me for a rogue ? 
Bl. Oh don't talk wildly. Sir, of course I know — 
CA. Then don't impute to me such guilty conduct. 
Bl. Dear me ! Well, all men have their little failings. 

They say there's no one but he has his price. 
Ch. It seems to me you ought to be in Hanwell. 
BL Once I myself was straitlaced as you please. 
Ch. Sir ! you are raving mad. By Heaven, you are ! 
Bl. I see how 'tis : his very eyes betray it. 

It's plain he stands within the grasp of law. 
Ch. I see your little game ! You think I've stolen. 

And want to share it. 
Bl. Want to share ? in what ? 

Ch. You're wrong, and altogether off the scent. 
BL Well, well ! not * stolen '—but ' realised ! ' 
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Ch. You scoundrel ! 

BL You won't assert that youVe defrauded no one ? 

Ch. Of course I haven't. 

Bl. My conscience ! what's up now ? 

'Tis evident you won't explain this process. 
Ch. Because you slander me before you learn. 
Bl. My dear Sir, don't you see the game I'm after ? 

To make you snug before the whole world knows it. 

And stop the mouths of prosecuting Counsel ? 
Ch. Thank you ! I think your game is something else : 

To spend ten pounds for me, and charge me fifty ! 
Bl. {speaking at Chremylus). I think I see someone before the beak. 

Praying in vain for mercy from the Court. 

The wife and children weeping all around him. 

Like a Director of the Liberator. 
Ch, No fear of that : for I intend to enrich 

None but the good. All of integrity. 

Right-minded, men of conscience. 
Bl. What! all these? 

What I stolen enough for this ? 
Ch. Oh this is shocking ! 

You'll ruin me. 
Bl. You'll ruin yourself, more likely ! — 

Ch. Not so, you reprobate ! possessing Plutus — 
Bl. What? Plutus? you? Who's Plutus? 
Ch. Wealth himself. 

Bl. Where is he ? 
Ch. In my house. 

Bl. In your's ? 

Ch. Why, certainly ! 
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Bl. Tell that to the Marines ! 

Ch. I tell you, 'tis so. 

Bl. Not really ! 

Ch. Can't you hear ? 

Bl. Swear by the Hearth ! 

Ch. And by Britannia. 

BL Her who rules the waves ? 

Ch. And " Greater Britain." There's no extra charge. 

Bl. Why don't you pass him on to us, your friends ? 

Ch. We're not quite ready yet for that. 

BL How so ? 

No share to any ? 
Ch. No, not that, but first — 

We must restore his sight. 
BL Whose sight ? speak out. 

Ch. Why Plutus', as before, some way or other. 
BL What! Is he really blind ? 
Ch. Blind as a bat. 

Bl. Then that's the reason why he ne'er comes near me. 
Ch. Yes, but he soon shall, if we've any luck. 
BL You must call in an oculist at once. 
Ch. What oculist now-a-days is worth his salt ? 

The fees are nothing, and the art's extinct. 
BL Let's see. — 
Ch. There's no one. 

BL I believe you're right. 

Ch. No, that's the best plan which I've had in mind 

Some time : to pack him off to Schlangenbad. 
BL Much the best plan. That's fine. I see it all. 

Well, waste no time, we'll get no forrarder. 
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Ch. Fm off at once. 

Bl. Well, well, look sharp ! 

Ch. Trust mc ! 

Chrbmylus is just running qffy when enter Povbrtt, pale 
and ragged. They both start, horror-stricken, and try 

to escape, but she stops them. 

Poverty. You puny brace of mortal miscreants ! 

What rash unholy deed illegally 

Have ye essayed ? Whither away ? 
BL Great Powers ! 

Pov. Halt ! and be pulverised with dire perdition 

For venturing on a crime intolerable. 

Such as no being before in heaven or earth 

Hath dared to compass ! Therefore shall ye die ! 
CL Who and what art thou, pale and spectral form ? 
Bl. A hag out of Macbeth from the Lyceum ? 

She has a look, too, of Sir Henry Irving ! 
Ch. But she's no torch. 

Bl. So much the worse for her ! 

Pov. What deem ye that I am ? 
Bl. Some tapster's dame, 

Or costermonger's crone : else had'st thou not 

Bawled Billingsgate at who provoked thee not ! 
Pirv. Say'st so ? Not dared a deed intolerable. 

Seeking to cast me out of house and home ? 
Ch. There's still the pauper's grave that yawns for you. 

Better have told thy name with less ado. 
Pitv. One who this very day will wreak revenge 

On thy vain efforts to exterminate. 
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BL Perhaps the lady at the Refreshment Room, 

Who waters down my whiskey at the bar. 
Pov. Not so : but Poverty : long years your guest. 
BL Merciful Powers ! Oh whither shall I flee ? 
Ch. What ? play the coward ? Cravenhearted creature ! 

Stay still, will you ? 
BL I think I see myself! 

Ch. What ? fly before a woman ? Two big men ? 
BL But this is Poverty ! In all the world 

There is not a more fearful wildfowl living ! 
Ch. Stand, I conjure you ! 
BL Not a jot will I ! 

Ch. Look to it, I say : we shall be chargeable 

With meanness beyond measure, if we leave 

Our friend defenceless, turn our backs ^d fly. 

Fearing this Fury, risking nought to save him ! 
BL What kind of armour or what power will serve us ? 

Our trust is vain, for every shield and breastplate 

She's made me pawn there over at my Uncle's ! 
Ch. Fear nought. This good magician^ singlehanded, 

Will *nd her to the rightabout, I'm sure. 
Pov. How dare you broach one word, accursed varlets. 

Caught as ye are in very act of crime ? 
BL Thou god-forsaken crone, how dost thou dare 

To come and rail on us who wronged not thee ? 
Pm). What, think ye that it means no wrong to me. 

That ye to Plutus would restore his sight? 
Ch. How art thou injured, if for all mankind 

We seek to compass joy and happiness ? 
Pov. What happiness can you provide for men ? 
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Ch. First, the relief of getting quit of thee. 
Pofv. Of getting quit of me ? Who could devise 

A worse disaster for mankind at large ? 
Ch. Worse, if we missed the chance and let it slip ! 
Pov. Well, as to this same point, 'tis my desire 

To have it out with you. And if I prove 

That Fm the one real cause of all your good. 

And that through me you live and have your being — 

Well ; — if I don't, — do to me what you please ! 
Ch. Is this the line, foul hag, that you pursue ? 
Pov. Be open to conviction. For I ween 

I easily shall prove how wrong you are 

In this your purpose to enrich the just. 
Ch. Ye knouts and shackles! help! and claim your own ! 
Pov. Don't scream and rant absurdly till you know. 
Ch. Who could withhold a cry of indignation. 

Hearing such words ? 
Pov. Why, any man of sense. 

Ch. At what amount shall I lay damages 

If youVe convicted ? 
Pov. What you please. 

Ch. Agreed ! 

Pov. For, if you lose, your forfeiture's the same. 
Ch. Would you consider twenty deaths sufficient ? 
Bl. For her. A pair of them will serve our turn. 
Pov. Now quick, prepare your bosoms for the knife. 

Seeing you have not got a leg to stand on. 
Char. Mind that you find out something clinching, if you mean 

to discomfit the lady. 

Ply her with arguments contradictory, and stand to your 
guns like a Briton. 
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Ch. First, I suppose I may take it for granted, as a truism 

axiomatic, 
That it is just for right-minded people to conduct their 

affairs with advantage 
Equally so for rascals and atheists — ^well, not to be quite 

so successful. 
That was the end we were casting about for, and this is 

the plan we invented : 
None can doubt it is advantageous and useful all the 

world over. 
Since if Plutus recovers his eyesight, instead of blundering 

blindly, 
Straight he'll go for the right sort of fellows and won't 

sheer off in a hurry, 
Meanwhile giving the widest of berths to all godless un- 
principled rascals. 
Thus bad people will give up wickedness, and be good, 

and prosperous also : 
Who could desire for the whole human race now, a more 

desirable issue ? 
BL No one on earth, FU make affidavit. No call to ask her 

any questions. 
Ch. Well now, look at the present position of things by which 

we're surrounded : 
Who wouldn't say it was utter lunacy, — just pure, ir- 
reclaimable Bedlam ? 
Shoals of miscreants all the world over we see to be rolling 

in riches. 
Which they have gained by nameless iniquities, while 

plenty of excellent people 
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F^nd that life*s not a bit worth living, and starve-— having 
you for a partner ! 

Therefore I say that if Plutus recovers his sight and 
drives you from office, 

There's no object a man could follow and do more good 
to his neighbours. 
P(n). Now, you pair of silly old dotards, most easily over- 
persuaded 

To your undoing, boon companions of drivelling in- 
fatuation. — 

« 

If your desire should ever be realised, you'd certainly not 

find it ans^^'er. 
Mind, if Plutus should some day see again and go in 

for redistribution. 
No one on earth but would think it ridiculous to practise 

a trade or a science. 
Well, if both these things die out and quite disappear 

from among you. 
What will you do for smiths now, and shipwrights ? or 

for tailors and bicycle makers ? 
Who*ll be a cobbler? who'll make brickbats? what'll 

come to the laundries and tanyards r 
Then d*you suppose friend Hodge would be keen upon 

digging, ploughing and reaping? 
Since you could all of you leave things alone and keep 

your hands in your pockets? 
Ch. That's all moonshine ! Your long catalogue of menial 

offices mentioned, 
These will be all for the niggers and coolies. 
Pov. Very well ; but where will you get them r 
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Ch. Shan*t we be able to buy them with money ? 

Pov. And who, to begin with, will sell them. 

When he has plenty of that already ? 
CK Oh, some unscrupulous dealer 

Back from the Congo, where black ivory seems always 

superabundant. 
Pov. Cannot you see that by your fine theory there'll be no 

black ivory market, 
Nor any raiders, nor any traders? for who, that has all 

that he need have. 
Wants to go venturing life with a slave gang, all to 

provide* you with labour ? 
So Tm afraid you yourself must do it all, unless I am 

greatly mistaken ! 
— Guess you'll be far less pleasantly off than before ! 
Ch. On yourself be the omen ! 

Pov. Why, you'll never be able to sleep in a bed, for beds 

there will be none : 
Not even rugs, for who, when his purse is so full, will be 

likely to weave them ? 
Nor will you ever be able to get from Marshall and 

Snelgrove's things for your wedding, 
Nor from Liberty's dresses of taste in the most remarkable 

colours. 
Yet what on earth is the use of your wealth without any 

command of the market ? 
Look you, from me you can get in abundance all that you 

need, for I'm sitting 
All the whole time at the head like the foremost boss of 

the shop, and compelling 



All other hands on the place to do work for their bread 

and avoid starvation. 
Ch. Yes, indeed ! much good can you do ! See the blistered 

feet of the dockers, 
Worn in tramping about for a job: and a crowd of 

famishing children. 
Hungry old crones, and such an amount of flies and fleas, 

that I dare not 
Trust my tongue to describe, and of bluebottles buzzing 

around you, 
Waking you up before five. "No breakfast you'll have, 

but out you must turn, Sir.** 
Add to all this, too, instead of a coat, mere rags ; and 

instead of a bedstead. 
Wretched pallet of straw, and alive with B flats. No 

sleeping a^ that rate ! 
Then for a covering, rotten old sackcloth clouts; and 

instead of a pillow 
Under one's cheekbone, a good big stone ; and instead of 

rolls for your breakfast. 
Young dandelions ; in lieu of plumcakes, rough leaves of 

carrots and turnips ; 
Then for a stool the old top of a smashed up [ntcher ; 

instead of a meal-trough, 
Stove-in side of a broken-down cask. I think you're 

bound to acknowledge 
Now, of what countless blessings to human kind I have 

proved you the author ! 
Pov. That's not my kind of style, I beg to protest, you're harp- 
ing on paupers. 
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Ch. Well, don't all men avow that poverty's sister to 

pauperization ? 
Pov. Yes, perhaps youj who think there's difference none 

between Dizzy and Gladstone ! 
Shame! your picture does not represent my style, *tis a 

caricature, Sir. 
No! for the life of the pauper which you describe, is the 

life of a starveling. 
That of the poor man's shrewd economy, with a proper 

attention to business, 
Nothing he has can be termed superfluous, yet he always 

makes the two ends meet. 
Ch. Jolly indeed must it be by your own making out, if by 

sparing and scraping 
All a laborious life, he can't leave a margin to pay for a 

tombstone ! 
Pov. Oh ! you are trying to treat the whole thing as a jest, 

not a serious matter ! 
Can't you see that I turn out much better men than 

Plutus, a long way. 
Both in character, mark me, and class? Has'nt he all 

the gouty old majors, 
Thick-thighed Lords, — can't see their own knees, — grown 

fat thro' riotous living ? 
Fve got the dapper and wasp-like waists : with stings that 

they know how to use too. 
D_d little Grvh^ I believe, 's condition from which such 

wasps are developed ! 
Now, as concerning Self-control ; — let me open your eyes 

and read you a lecture : 
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All respectable worth is clearly with me, while Flutus is 
rowdy and violent. 
Ch. Very respectable, highway robbery is, and burrowing into 

folk's houses ! 
BL {aside). Well, if a man can carry it through on the quiet, 

I don't see where is the scandal. 
Pov. Next, just turn your eyes on the fellows who boss trades 

unions all through the country : 
While they are poor they are honest perhaps, and they do 

their best for the People : 
Soon their game is to draw high salaries or administer 

funds for the Union ; — 
Then they gallop o'er all common rights and they get up 
strikes for the million. 
Ch. There, at least, I confess you are right, although your 

remark is ill-natured. 
Yet you shall not have reason to rue it the less;— don't 

give yourself airs, ma'am. 
Just because thus you desire to persuade us that poverty's 
better than riches ! 
Pov. Well, you haven't as yet succeeded in proving my 

argument 's baseless. 
Much as you cackle and flap your wings ! 
Ch. . Then why do all people avoid you ? 

Pw. Just because I improve their characters. This you can 

see from the case of the children. 
Perfectly plainly: for these run away from their fathers, 

whose aim 's for their welfare. 
Thus there's no very obvious way to decide upon what's 
advantageous. 



Ch. But at this rate you'll have to admit Zeus can't discriminate, 

cither, 

What's for his good : he himself keeps Plutus. 

BL And kindly awards us the lady ! 

Pav. Stuff! you absurd irreclaimable gropers in antediluvian 

darkness ! 

Zeus is as poor as is any church rat, as Til prove e*en to 

yovr comprehension : 

If it were not so, why do you think that at Lord's and at 

'Varsity races. 

Where all the Upper Ten thousand meet to encourage the 

hope of young England, — 

Why should he merely give them their colours ? He'd 

give gold cups at the cheapest. 

Ch. Why, it is just this way that he shews the high value he 

sets on our friend here. 

Since he's so careful and anxious not to allow one shilling 
to leave him. 

Hence he but gives these heroes their Blue, but he keeps 
all the gold in his pocket. 

Pov. This is a far graver charge than mine which you're trying 

to fix on his Lordship : 

If, as you strive to maintain, he is rolling in wealth and 
illiberal also ! 

Ch. Well, may he utterly smash you up anyhow, and make 

you look blue with a vengeance ! 

Pav. Think of your daring to gainsay this, that Poverty causes 

all blessings ! 

Ch. Study this problem at Local Relief Boards, and Charity 

Organizations, 

£ 
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— ^Whether *tis best to be rich and subscribe, or to starve 
and cringe for a morsel ! 

Now begone with your treasons, 

Don't utter one syllable ; 

You may fill me with reasons, 

But rU not be fiUable ! 
Pov. Ye Unemployed, attest his word ! 
Ch. Call Hungry Tom to share your board ! 
Pov, Ah where shall I go? Who will give me a shelter? 
Ch. No matter to me, but be off helter-skelter. 
Pov. The rime will yet come when you'll wish for me back. 
Ch. Then you're free to return, but you've now got the sack : 

I prefer to be wealthy, while you cry " alack ! " 

Exit Poverty. 

BL I too mean to try the attractions of wealth. 

With my wife and my family ; — Here's to their health ! 
Tm off to the Baths and Til have a good wash, 
And for Poverty's minions I care not a dash. 

Ch. So, now we're rid of that confounded crone. 
Let us two take our interesting patient 
As quick as may be off to Schlangenbad. 

BL Yes, without more delay, lest some one else 
Come and impede our charitable work. 

Ch You, Carion, bring out the drugs and things. 
And get the patient ready in due form. 
With all complete equipments for the start. \Exewni. 



INTERVAL. 



Carion returns with good news to the Chorus and Chrbmylus' 

Wipe, whom their cries of joy attract. 

Car. Well, ancient comrades, heretofore content 

To crave from soup kitchens a scanty meal ; 

Good luck is yours and you are largely blest ; 

You and all else who share our happiness i 
Chor. Say what hath chanced, thou joUiest of thy crew, 

For thou art like to one who brings good news. 
Car. The governor's scored a most complete success. 

Or rather Plutus, he that once was blind : 

His sight's restored, his eyes are bright as day. 

All by the healing influence of the Saint ! 
Chor. Good news ! For joy aloud FU shout. 
Car. Whether you will or not, sing out ! 
Chor. Hail to the Saint who deigns to bless 

Poor mortals in their dire distress. 
fFiJe. Lawk ! What*s the noise about ? Any good news 

Going around ? Long time IVe pined for some, 

Sitting at home and waiting for my husband ! 
Car. Look sharp and fetch a bottle of Champagne 

And drink his health. The Clicquot Veuve you love ! 

I bring you back all that you want at once. 
fFife. Where is it? 

Car. You shall learn by our report. 

fFife. Don't beat about the bush. The point at once ! 
Ctn-. Then listen, and Vl\ teach you our affairs 

Completely from the heels up to the head. 
fVi/e. Please, not my head, it aches ; my brain won't stand it. 
Car. What ? happiness ? 
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fVife. No, but you said " affiurs." 

Car. As soon-then as wc found ourselves arrived. 
Bringing the man as wretched as you like, 
But now as wealthy and as blest as any. 
We took him first of all down to the water 
And there we bathed him. 

Wife. Oh ! how could you do it ? 

The poor old gentleman ! What? Cold water cure? 

Car. Then we advanced into the sacred precinct. 
And, on the altar cakes, and offerings 
Were consecrated with the holy fire. 
We laid the parient down, and in due form 
We set to work to make him snug in bed. 

fVife. And were there more, too, needing help divine? 

Car. One politician, faulty as a seer. 

But lynx-eyed as reviewer of Reviews ; 
And many more with various diseases. 
Well, so the priest attending on the Saint, 
After he had extinguished all the lamps, 
Bade us all go to sleep, but cautioned us, 
If we should hear a noise, to hold our peace : 
And so we all lay quietly down to sleep. 
But I slept not a wink. For there was placed 
A bowl of porridge, which kept bothering me, 
Close by the head of an old slumbering dame. 
Which somehow Td a longing to get hold of. 
So peeping out I caught sight of the priest 
Making a clean sweep of the eatables 
From oflF the holy table. After this 
He went all round the altars, one by one, 
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In case some cakes might have been overlooked. 

And sanctified them all into his walleL 

I felt a sacred call to follow suit. 

And rise up to annex that pot of porridge. 
Wife. Audacious man ^ Did you not fear the Saint ? 
Car. The Saints preserve us, yes ! lest he should first 

Get to that porridge pot with all his wreaths on : 

That priest of his had given me a rare lesson. 

Well, the old lady heard me, took it up. 

And tried to pull it to her. With a hiss, 

I bit her finger, like the sacred serpent. 

I guess she pulled her hand back pretty quick. 

Rolled herself up and lay there like a stone. 

So then I set to work upon that porridge. 

I had a good square meal, and then I rested. 
fVife. Did not the Saint come in to you ? 
Car. Not yet, 

I lay quite still in a fright, all covered up. 

When he came in and made the round among 

The invalids, and looked at each in turn ; 

And then an acolyte put by his side 

Stone pestle and a mortar and a coffer. 
fVife. Stone, too ? 

Car. Of course not, not the little coffer. 

Wife. How could you see all this, you wicked man ? 

You say you were covered up. 
Car. Why, through the quilt, 

It was a holy quilt, with lots of chinks. 

His first job was to make a little poultice 

For the Reviewer, of some heads of garlic, 
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Pounding them in the mortar ; then he mixed 

Some -squills and Cayenne pepper, and he stnined it 

With strongish Yinegar, and smeared his eyes. 

Turning the lids well up, to make them smart 

Intolerably : so the poor man yelled. 

Sprang up and rushed away, but the Saint langbed. 

^ Now take your seat,*" sa}-s he, " you^re wdl bunged up»* 

^ That s how we treat obstructives in my coontry.* 

fFife. A clever Saint and sound Conservative. 

Car. And then he took a seat by little Hutus 

And carefully felt around his poor bald head ; 
Then took a new soft linen handkerchief 
And with it bathed his eyes, while F^acca, 
** Touching the spot," veiled with a red bandana 
His head and £u:e. And then he whistled softly. 
And two enormous serpents issued forth 
From out the sanctuary. 

fFife. Gracious Powers ! 

Car. These crept beneath the crimson handkerchief 
And licked about his eyelids, as I thought. 
And, ere you*d drink ten glasses of brown sherry. 
Up got our patient with his sight restored ! 
Imagine how I clapped my hands for joy. 
And waked up Master ! Then the Saint withdrew 
With his two snakes into the sanctuary. 
Well, you can't think with what enthusiasm 
The other invalids came crowding round. 
Congratulating Hums on his aght ! 
And no one slept a wink till break of day. 
And I began to praise the saintly Power 
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For giving sight so quickly to our friend, * 

And making t'other blindness worse in stciid« 

fFife. A noble cure ! a wondrous miracle ! 

But^ tell me, where is Plutus ? 
Car. Oh he ia comuifi \ 

But you can't think what crowds arc thrungin|i ^^^ll^ ^^ "^ 

For those who formerly were honest folk» 

And reaped but little pelf, with one consent 

Began to greet and welcome him with joy \ 

While those who rolled in riches in old ilA)A 

Drawing their profits from rascality, 

Glowered with knit brow, as sulky M ytm \ApmfK 

The others, following in his rear, so crow<?d 

With song and laughter, that his forwAfil iilt»|^ 

Rolled to the march of fond senility, 

So come one and come all : with one conni^nt 

Let's have a skirt-dance and kick up our \\pp\$^ 

For when you all get home you shan't b^ lu)i| 

That there's no flour to-day within the bin I 

fFife. Marry, and I too have a mind to crown yow^ 
For*such good tidings, with a string of cakeik 

Car. Let's have them then at once, and don*t delay \ 
The travellers are close outside the gate : 

ffye. I'll go inside and fetch a box of plums, 

— A " Welcome little stranger " to his eyes I 

Car. Meanwhile Vl\ go and meet them at the door 

Exeunt into the House. * 

Enter Plutus, with his sight restored, and in high spirits. 
PL Now, first do I salute the glorious sunlight 
Then the good lady of Threadneedle Stre<it 
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And grand Belgravia's hospitable Squares ! 
But shame comes o'er me for my former errors, 
Thinking what knaves I ignorantly dealt with : 
While from those worthier of my countenance 
I used to flee, nought knowing. Bah ! what folly ! 
In both particulars how wrong my action ! 
In all these things I shall reverse my conduct. 
And show to all concerned that heretofore 
I gave myself to knaves unwittingly. 

Ch. Confound it all ! How troublesome are friends 
Who suddenly appear when one's in luck, 
Nudging and purring round one's shins like cats. 
Each showing off* how precious kind he is ! 
What lord too proud to greet me ? What old bucks 
Didn't troop round me all down Piccadilly ! 

fVife. Welcome, my dearest friend ! And you, and you ! 
Come now ! a good old custom ! Let me offer 
These chocolates and bonbons comme-iifatu. 

PL Excuse me. Let my entrance to your house 
Be marked from your side by no outgoings. 
But rather by all incomings from mine. 

Wife {hurt). Won't you accept, then, these slight offerings ? 

PL Yes, at your own fireside, as custom warrants. 
Besides, we would escape vulgarity. 
Ill it beseems the playwright who instructs, 
To toss to the spectators lollipops. 
To raise a laugh like that were not convenient. 

Wife. That is well said : for Tom and Dick and Harry 
Jumped up, I saw, to catch at what they could. 

Car. How jolly 'tis, my friends, to fare thus bravely, 
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And this without coincident expenses. 

Here's heaps of gold come tumbling on our home, 

Without one having even forged a cheque ! 

Our bin's replenished with the whitest flour, 

Our cellar stocked with '84 Lafitte ; 

All our electro's turned to silver-plate 

And silver-gilt. I ne'er beheld such wonders ! 

The cistern's full of oil, and all the cruets 

Of rarest essences ; our loft, of figs ; 

And every kitchen vessel, dish, and crock. 

Is finest metal. All our cracked old plates 

That reeked of rancid sprats, you see, are silver ; 

Even the range is turned to ivory. 

The servants pitch and toss for sovereigns. 

And Master here inside, in full court dress. 

With due observance, kills the fatted calf. 

This smoke's too much for me. I could not stand 

The steam of cookery. It quite scorched my eyelids ! 

Enter an Honest Man. 

Honest Man. Come with me this way, youngster : let us oflfer 

Our service to his Grace. 
Car. Whom have we here ? 

Hon. One who erewhile was wretched, but now blest. 
Car. Then, I suppose, one of the sterling sort. 
Hon. I guess, 'tis so. 

Car. Then what d'you want ? 

Hon. I've come 

To thank his Grace, who's been the making of me. 

For I came in, when my poor father died, 

F 
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For a competence, and sought to aid my friends 

Who wanted help, thinking 'twould all come square. 
Car. I calculate you soon ran through your fortune r 
Hon. I rather think so ! But I thought that those 

Whom I had treated well at need, would prove 

My friends in deed^ in case I ever wanted. 

But they just crossed the road and cut me dead« 
Car. I see ! with tongue in cheek ? 
Hon. I rather think so. 

Car. That drought in your decanters did their bu^ess. 
Hon. But that's all over. Therefore to his Highness 

Tm come in duty bound to render thanks. 
Car. But what's this ragged coat, by all the Powers, 

Which this young urchin's carrying ? Explain. 
Hon. I want to give this to the Eton Mission. 
Car. The things you spoke in on the Fourth of June ? 
Hon. No : shivered in in Chapel several years. 
Car. And, then, these pumps ? 

Hon. Wore them to morning school. 

Car. For the Eton Mission, too ? 
Hon. I warrant you ! 

Car. Jolly fine things to send to Hackney Wick ! 

Enter a secret and confidential Agent. 

^gcnt. Just like my luck ! I'm ruined, neck and heels! 

Utterly done for, three and four times over. 

A dozen times — Ten thousand times ! Woe, woe ! 

What utter ruination am I come to ! 
Car. Avert the omen ! What on earth's up now ? 

Why, what the deuce has happened to the man ? 
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Ag. IVe only come to utter untold grief, 

For Fm cleaned out of everything I had, 

All through this rascal, who shall yet go blind 

Again, if justice can be had in court ! 
Car. I think I apprehend which way the wind blows : 

This is some fellow down upon his luck. 
Hon. Just so. He's done quite right to come to grief! 
Ag. Come ! where's this mountebank who undertook 

To make us all as good as millionaires. 

If he could once regain his sight ? Not he ! 

He's ruined some of us far worse than ever. 
Car. Whom has he treated thus ? 

Ag. Me, at your service. 

Car. Perhaps you were a knave, if not a burglar ? 
Ag. Not I. But you're a good-for-nothing lot. 

And I believe that you've got all my money. 
Car. Marry ! what airs this sycophant puts on ! 

— Coming it strong ! 
Hon. He's pretty well sharp set. 

Ag. You'll have to pack off quick to Scotland Yard 

To undergo a strict examination 

About your villainies. 
Car. You shall smart for this ! 

Hon. Gramercy ! Well, our little friend will prove 

Deserving of all praise from all mankind 

For smashing up your " Confidential Agents." 
Ag. What's this ? do you go shares and laugh me down ? 

Where did you get that Ulster you are wearing ? 

I saw you only yesterday in rags. 
Hon. Rogue ! I defy you ! I've a magic ring : 
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Bought it at Attcnborough's for half-a-crown ! 
Car. Poor prophylactic for informer's bite^! 
Ag. Now isn't this outrageous ? There you scofi^ 

But hayn*t stated what's your business here. 

*Tis for no good, I guess, to anyone. 
Car. Well, not for your's : you're not so far out there ! 
Ag. Meaning, you wish to dine at my expense. 
Car. I wish in very truth you and your elerk 

May burst at seeing us, — but not with dinner ! 
Ag. What ? you deny it ? Look in there, you rascals ! 

There's a fine show of dishes piping hot ! {miffs). 
Car. Wretch ! have you got a whifF? 
Hon. I guess, of ices ! 

His coat won't keep out cold ! He's done to rags ! 
Ag. This is intolerable ! Oh, great Gladstone ! 

That they should flout me thus ! Indignant am I ! 

A Liberal and a Patriot treated thus I 
Hon. A Liberal and a Patriot ? 
Ag. None more so. 

Hon. Well, answer me a question then. 
Ag. What is it ? 

Hon. Are you a farmer ? 

Ag. Not quite so demented. 

Hon. A merchant ? 

Ag. Well, I say so, when it suits me. 

Hon. Have you learnt any trade ? 
Ag. In faith, not I ! 

Hon. Then how d'you get your living, doing nothing r 
Ag. I am a watcher o'er the State's affairs. 

And those of private individuals. 
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Hen. You ? how d'you manage that ? 

Ag. By coining forward. 

Hen. D'you think yourself a gentleman, you scoundrel, 

Meddling with what concerns you not, and hated r 
Ag. Don't it concern me, then, to benefit 

The Queen, you puffin, fu* as in me lies r 
Han. The Queen, by prying into folk's affairs ? 
Ag. No : by supporting laws that are enacted, 

And not permitting people to transgress them. 
Hon. Does not the Queen keep Judges of Assize 

In office, to do this ? 
Ag. And who's the accuser ? 

Hen. Whoe'er comes forward. 
Ag, That's your humble servant. 

So that the Queen's affairs are my affairs. 
Hon. My word ! she has a sorry champion ! 

Now wouldn't you prefer to pass your life 

Doing nothing, like a gentleman ? 
Ag. 'Twould be 

Sheep's life, " Othello's occupation gone " ! 
Hon. Turn a new leaf. 
Ag. Not if you offered me 

Great England's Bank, and all Havanna's weeds ! 
Hon. Well, strip then ; look alive ! 

Car. 'Tis you he speaks to. 

Hon. Off with your boots ! 

Car. {mockingfy). D you hear the gentleman ? 

Ag. Ho ! here, whoever's willing, to the rescue ! 

Some one come forward. 
Car. {mimicking him). " That's your humble servant " ! 
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Ag. This is foul shame ! Stripped in the open day ? 

Car. The fruits of living by the affairs of others. 

Ag. {appealing to his clerk). Mark what he does. Attest it! 

Vm assaulted ! 
Car. That scamp's cleared off whom you brought here as 

witness. 

Ag. Vm cornered all alone. 

Ccn-. {beating him). Crying out already r 

Ag. Oh! oh! 

Now hand me that old Inverness, 

To make this *^ Confidential ^ comfortable ! 
/fan. Not so : Tve promised it to Hackney Wick. 
Car. Then how can it more aptly be bestowed 

Than on this wicked hacker into houses ? 

His Grace should be bedight in better clothes ! 
/fan. What shall we do with my old pumps now ? Say ! 
Car. Oh, ril just nail them up upon his forehead, 

As keepers peg up stoats upon a crabtree. 
Ag. Fm off, for I'm alone and you are many. 

But when I've found one of my faithful comrades 

Of my own grain, I'll make this mighty wizard 

Eat humble pie before the day is out, 

Since without doubt he's secretly preparing 

Treason against the Liberal Fed. Ass. 
Ifan. All right, and since you've got my toggery 

And outfit on, you can be off to the Docks ; 

Apply for work, my friend, and don't catch cold. 

I know the kind of standing thereabout ! 
Car. The chucker-out will make short work of him. 

Now let's go in and pay your duteous call. 

They enter the house. 
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JSnter^ an old Dowager, in a state of great excitement^ fashionably 
and youtkftdbf attired^ and carrying a dish of cakes. She 

addresses the Chorus. 



owager. Kind gentlemen, have we in very truth 

Got to the dwelling of this new magician ? 

Or have we altogether missed the way ? 
4^hor. You may be sure you're at the very door, 

Fair maiden : for you ask like sweet seventeen ! 
J)ow. Perchance my knocking may call some one forth ? 
Ch. {appearing). I stand at my own porch ma*am, at your service. 

Deign to divulge the purpose of your visit. 
Dow. Kind gentleman, you can't think what Tve suffered : 

For since this newmade deity got his sight, 

My life has simply been unbearable ! 
Ch. What's this ? Another Confidential Agent, 

Among the ladies ? 
Dow. No, kind sir, not I. 

Ch. Been at the Bar, perhaps, without being called ? 
Dow. You jest. But Tm most horridly provoked. 
Ch. Kindly explain the cause of provocation. 
Dow. Well, let me speak ! I had a dear young nephew. 

Not wealthy, but so charming and good-looking. 

So kind, — and if I wanted anything. 

Obliging. Oh ! he'd take all kinds of trouble : 

And I was likewise all in all to him. 
Ci. What was it, now, he mostly asked of you ? 
Dow. Not much, he shewed such kind consideration. 

He would just say he'd like a ten-pound note 

To pay his tailor with : or five for boots. 



He used to ask me to go shopping for him, 

Choose corsets for his sisters, or a dress 

For his mamma. And sometimes took a snack. 
Ch. Really, but this was very reasonable. 

You may well say he showed great moderation. 
Dow. And he*d explain 'twas no unworthy motive 

He asked me from, but just because he loved me. 

The things I'd paid for would remind him of me ! 
Ch. A most remarkably devoted fellow ! 
Dow. But now the horrid boy's quite different. 

Indeed, his character's completely changed. 

For when I sent to him this nice plain cake 

And other dainties from my very table, 

And promised him a visit, — 
Ch. Yes, what did he ? 

Dow. He sent it back to me with this from Buzzard's, 

And a request that I would not come near him. 

And made it worse with this insulting message : 

" The Portuguese were heroes in their day." 
Ch. No ! That was nice of him ! I like that youth ! 

Now he's well off, he doesn't care for porridge. 

While he was poor, well, nothing came amiss. 
Dow. In those old days he'd come and walk each day 

Before my porch. 
Ch. To join your fiineral ? 

Dow. Of course not. Longing just to hear my voice. 
Ch. I think more Ukely 'twas to get something. 
Dow. And if he ever found me vexed and worried. 

He used to call me nice endearing names. 
Ch. Ah ! that was when he'd ask the five for boots. 
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Bmu. One day, when we were driving in my carriage 

To some great function, some one looked at me : 

He couldn't all the day get over it. 

Poor boy ! he had one fault : 'twas jealousy. 
Ch. He Hked his dinners iete^tSte, I gather. 
Daw. And then he'd say I had such well-shaped hands ! 
Ch. Ah ! when they held that fiver out for boots ! 
Daw. Now in all this, kind Sir, Plutus does ill ; 

He says he always helps those used unjustly. 
Ch. What's to be done ? Command, and be obeyed. 
Daw. Well, I expect him to compel my nephew 

To treat me kindly, who was kind to him ; 

Or else it is foul shame that he should prosper : 

He vowed he'd never leave me while I lived. 
Ch. He doesn't look on you as living now. 
Daw. That is because I'm wasted so through grief. 
Ch. No ; rotted rather, as it seems to me. 
Daw. Why, you might draw me through a wedding-ring ! 
Ch. Yes, if that ring circled a barrel's waist ! 
Daw. As I'm a living lady, here he comes, 

Of whom I've been complaining all this rime ! 

Off on the spree, it seems ! 
Ch. That's evident ! 

He has an orchid in his button-hole. 

Enter Mashsr. 

Masher. Good afternoon 1 — 
Daw. What says he ? 

Mash. -— ^Ancient fnend ! 

My goodness me, how quickly you've turned grey ! 
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Dow. Alas ! what insults Fm constmned to suffer ! 
Ch. It's probably some time since last he saw you. 
Dow. Some time ? — was in my house but yesterday ! 
Ch. He's very different, then, from other people, 

He sees more clearly when he's had his glass. 
Dow. He always was outrageous in his manners. 
Mash. Genius of furrowed seas and old wires* wrinkles ! 

My word ! what big crevasses mark those cheeks ! 

(Holds a light to her face). 
Dow. Ah ! ah ! don*t hold the light so close. 
Ch. By no means ; 

For if a spark should happen to blow near her, 

She*ll burn like mistletoe at Candlemas ! 
Mash. Let*s play that nicd^old game ! 

Dow. Where, wretch ? what game ? 

Mash. Here. Take the cards. 

Dow. What game do you refer to ? 

Mash. How many teeth youVe got. 
Ch. Come, FU guess too. 

I'll put my money on a tierce or quart. 
Mash. Pay up ! I win on the ace ! one good big grinder ! 
Dow. Rude boy ! I think you must have lost your senses ! 

Wash dirty linen before all these men ? 
Mash. I think a wash would do you worlds of good ! 
Ch. Not so ! for now she's passably made up. 

If you use Sunlight Soap on that complexion. 

You'll see the rents upon her features plain ! 
Dow. Such jests beseem not one mature in years. 
Ch. Well, no. Young man, you mustn't be too hard 

On this young lady. 
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Mash. I ? I love her dearly ! 

CL But she complains of you. 
Mash. In what respect r 

Ch. She says that youVe insulted her, and said 

" The Portuguese were heroes in their day.** 
Mash, {bowing to Chremylus with mock generosity). Well, I won*t 

stand between you. 
Ck. What d*you mean ? 

Mash, {loftily). Out of regard to your age I will resign her. 

There's no one else for whom Td do so much ; 

So take my blessing and this sweet young lady. 

And just go home. I go to dedicate 

To Plutus here the bouquet that I wear, {moves to go in). 
Dow. \y too, am anxious to make friends with him. {moves to go 
Mash, {drawing bach). Oh, then I shan't go in. [in^ too). 

Ch. Cheer up, don*t fear, 

He won't employ constraint. 
Mash. I thank you, Sir ! 

Dow. Walk in. I'll follow when youVe gone before. 
Ch. My gracious me ! How tight that little lady 

Sticks to him, like a limpet to a rock ! 

Exeunt into the house. 

Enter Hsrmes, who knocks Juriousb/ at the door. Then^ frightened 

by his own noise, runs away and hides. 
Car. {from within). Who's knocking at the door? What*s all 

this noise ? 
{looks out). It seems there's no one. Hang that door ! It 

groans 
And creaks when no one*s near, {withdraws). 
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Hefmes. Hold on, I say ! 

Just wait one moment, Canon I 
Car. You, Sir ? Speak ! 

Was 't you just now so violently knocking ? 
Her. (nervousfy). No— -I was only going to, when you came. 

— ^Now just run quick and call your governor, 

And then his wife, and then the little ones, 

Aud then the servants all, and then the dog. 

Then your own self, and then the pig — 
Car. What for? 

Why, what's up now ? 
Her. Zeus has resolved, you villain, 

To mix you up together in one bucket, 

And pitch the lot of you to Tartarus. 
Car. Such messengers must have the tongue cut out. 

Yet for what cause deviseth he such treatment 

On us? 
Her. Because the cup of your illdoings 

Is fiilL For ever since Plutus regained 

His eyesight, no one any longer cares 

To offer frankincense, nor even bays. 

Nor cakes, nor any sacrifice, nor nothing. 

To us divinities. 
Car. And serve you right. 

Nice care you took of us in times gone by ! 
Her. As for the others, — ^well, Fd pass it over. 

But look ! I'm broke myself. 
Car. Something in that ! 

Her. In former days the landladies all gave me 

Lots of good things for breakfast : rolls, and jam. 
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And all things fit to set before a god. 

But now Tm forced to take long-lie through hunger. 
Car. And quite right too ! you caused us loss enough 

When you got all you wanted ! 
Her. Woe is me ! 

Ah ! that good tipsy cake they cooked last Wednesday ! 
Car. Thou weepest for the absent. Vain thy plaint ! 
Her. Ah ! that cold ham I put myself outside ! 
Car. Put yourself outside now, and cool your hams ! 
Her. And that hot liver which I got through also ! 
Car. D'you feel pain there ? Take Carter's Liver Pills. 
Her. Alas that punch, brewed nicely, half and half ! 
Car. (giving him a drink). Well then, drink this. Be off now ! 

Hook it ! Go ! 
Her. Can*t you do something for a poor old pal ? 
Car. Well, — if you asked for something in my line. 
Her. Couldn't you get me, now, a well-browned loaf 

To eat now, or a steak of that nice beef 

You're cutting up in there ? 
Car. Daren't bring it out. 

Her. Yet when you stole some trifle of your Master's, 

I always screened you from discovery. 
Car. Yes, on the principle of " halves," you rogue ! 

The juiciest morsel ever came your way. 
Her. Just came my way, and then you'd eat it all ! 
Car. Did you take half my whippings, come to that, 

Whenever these transactions came to light ? 
Her. Well, don't bear grudges, now you've got your boom, 

But take me in. Help me to earn a living. 
Car. Will you desert the gods, and stay with us ? 
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Her. Yes, for I think you live the better life. 

Car. Yet deemest thou 'tis noble to turn coat ? 

Her. " Call that thy country, where thou best may*st thrive.** 

Car. How may we be advantaged by thy presence ? 

Her. Make me Hall-Porter at the " Arts and Crafts •* ! 

Car. No, no ! weVe nought to do with Arts or Crafts. 

Her. Well, FU be President of the fioard of Trade. 

Car. WeVe rich enough. Then why be bored with Trade ? 

Her. ni try Diplomacy. 

Car. Diplomacy ? 

We want none now, but plain straight-forward dealing. 
Her. Well, Chairman of the Ways and Means. 
Car. As Plutus 

Sees his right way now, we don't want for means. 
Her. Then Minister for Sports I There ! That's the post ! 

Splendid for Plutus ! Settle the " Follow-on," 

Reform the Turf, ennoble Rugby Football ! 
Car. Now see what 'tis to be a Jack-of-all-trades ! 

This fellow's dropped on just what seems to suit him. 

No wonder our aspiring scholars enter 

Their names for several Colleges at once ! 
Her. On these terms may I join you ? 
Car. Yes, come in. 

Go to the scullery now and rinse that tripe. 

And show at once how useful you can be. 

\Exeiwni. 

Enter Priest op Zeus, hastily^ lean and haggard. 
Priest. Who can inform me where dwells Chremylus ? 
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Enter Chremtlus. 

Ch. What's up, Sir, now ? 

Pr. There's nothing up, all's down. 

For since old Mammon's eyes see right again, 
I have been starving. Nought have I to eat, 
— I, too, the Priest, of Zeus too, the Preserver! 

Ch. Why, what in the wide world's the cause of this ? 

Pr. No one cares now to sacrifice. 

Ch. Why not ? 

Pr. Because they're all well off. Yet in past times, 

When they had nought, no merchant was so poor 
But he'd contrive to offer something, saved 
From sea, or from the law, by skin of teeth. 
Or else perhaps for omens, at his need, 
And so the priest fed fat. But no one now 
Brings any gifts at all, nor enters fane. 
Hence I myself am minded, now, to leave 
The great Preserver, and take home with you. 

Ch. Well, there's no harm and no disloyalty, 

For the Preserver's turned up here in person. 
On his own hook ! 

Pr. Preserve us all ! what next ? 

Ch. So we'll establish him with all due honours. 
If you'll attend us, where he was before ; 
Close by the Bank, as Master of the Mint. 
Will some one just prepare the Bengal Lights ? 
You shall precede us to the Inauguration. 

Pr. With all my heart. 

Ch. Now some one call out Plutus. 
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Enter Dowager. 
Dow. And what am / to do ? 

CA. Take up these pitchers, 

And carry *em on your head in the Procession. 

That dress is just the style to grace a function 1 
Dow. But what I came for ? — 
Ch. Shall be all made right ; 

And your young masher shall come back to you. 
Dow. Well, if you'll really promise faithfully 

You'll give him back to me, Til bear the pitchers. 
Ch. Now sec how things will go by contraries, 

And how superior and exceptional 

Our celebration of the Sacred Pitchers ! 

WeVe seen (with pain) old ladies on the drink, 

fiut in this case the drink is on the lady ! 
Chor. We, too, must*nt stand fooling around any more, but 

take our positions 

Well in the rear, and with chant and with dance well 
follow in high jubilation. 

Exeunt omnes. 
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